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Jones: The Dance

thought. She laughed out loud at the irony of that.
She walked slowly into the diner and headed for the last booth. She slid in and
waited. Her excitement enveloped her as she heard the bell tinkle as the door opened. She
smiled.
A man in faded Levi's walked slowly down the row to the last booth. He wore a
white Dior oxford, with the sleeves rolled up. A pink paisley tie was hung around his
shoulders. His brown hair was neatly combed, except for one curly tuft that looked
conspicuously out of place. He swung around and slid into the booth and faced his wife.
"My lady Kate. I figured you needed a little relaxation."
She smiled and kissed him across the table. "A trip to Lynn's Diner with my favorite
person in the whole world. I'm glad you thought of this."

Feats
by
Maria A. Sciarpa

Sometimes I dream of a
businesswoman,
perfect and professional.
She carries a Briefcase
made of deals and mergers
and greed and glory.
She wears a cool pair
of Italian pumps.

The Dance
by

Sometimes I dream of a
free spirit,
poetry and protest.
She carries a Knapsack
made of denim and memories
and giggles and gentleness.
She wears no shoes,
for her feet are one
with the sand.

Heather Jones
You hold me in your arms,
like a mother holding her new child.
We were barely touching ...
And when the music began
you pulled me
close to you.
I could feel your breath on my neck. ..
Your lips on my cheek.
I could feel us become one ...
As I melted into you,
I could feel us--

you and I,
As we began
to
dance.

-32Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 1991

-331

